Stuck to its body,

Again rolled on sand,

And again dipped in the water,

Oh strange it is! how much sand ?

Glued to it, to cover the sea,

The little animal has little source,

But a great soul has a great scope,

To cover and help Lord Rama,

Impatiently on the shore,

Does no good to any.

" A working ant is beter than sleeping Elephant",

Duty and dharma done,

Pleased for daring deed,

To cover the sea,

Lord Ram blessed us,

Later, fox, demands her prey,
"My youngest is asleep,
"Do not talk loud.
" Me your prey, not now,
" When evenings star rises
Come to green mountain slant
Vehemently the fox jumps,
In the evening, he there,
Saw the squrrel lamenting,
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